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THE 


L O RD's Day, &c. 


HAT glorious great and memorable Day, 
8 S In which the Chriſtians ſolemn Homage pay ; 
Het 8 M When Weekly they to holy Temples prels, 
And the Almighty zealouſly addreſs, 
Is ſuch a Theme requires an Angel's Tongue, 
A Subject fit by Angels to be ſung. 

Oh My ſtery profound! Oh Love too great! 


For Men or Angels fully to relate; 

Who can Redemption fathom, or explain 

The Wonders Man's Salvation does contain. 
Apoſtate Angels by Rebellion fell, 

Of Mercy they deſpair, and Rage in Hell. 

Not the leaſt Glimpſe of Hope their Pains abate, 

Nor blunt the Rigour of their dreadful Fate ; 

Bur guilty Man, and his offending Race, 


Who daily Sin before their Maker's Face; 
B Pride 


Pride in their Crimes, catele“ of that ſad Doom, 
To which without Repentat .<: all muſt come: 
Have Terms of Favour off. d, and may riſc 
From Hell's dark Brink, and ſhine above the Skies. 


True Penitence, and pious Deeds ſhall clear 


Their Souls of Guilt, and make them bright appear; 
While Lucifer, and his accurſed Train, 
For only Pride, ſhall bear eternal Pain. 

The orcat, the glorious bleſſed Work is done, 
And facrific'd is the Almizhty's Son; 
Each Drop of his moſt precious Blood was ſpilt, 


To cleanſe the Penitent from blackeſt Guilt. 
Oh pleaſing ſad Ideas that ariſe ! 

I fee by Faith, as with my mortal Eyes. 

The Tragedy ſo many Ages paſt, 

The Son of God by tim'rous Pilate caſt; 


And thoſe Hoſannahs that once reach'd the Sky, 


Arc now revers d, and chang'd to Crucity. 
The clam'rous Fetus prevail, Sentence is giv'n, 


The God Incarnate (homag'd through all Hcav'n) 


Is 


5 
Is left without Relief in deep Diſtre(s, 


And now to fatal Golgotha they preſs, 
They are arriv'd, the horrid Scene of Death 


Is now begun, and Chriſt reſigns his Breath. 
The Signals that proclaim him God appear, 
And terrify the World in Earth and Air : 


Worſe than Egyptian Darkneſs ſpread the Sky, 


Phebus is hid from ev'ry mortal Eye. 

Thoſe diſmal Hours of Darkneſs in the Day, 
Aﬀeight Mankind, and make all Mortals pray. 
Earth's Centre ſhakes, the Graves reſign their Dead, 
Cœleſtial Ghoſts ſpread univerſal dread. 

Huge Rocks, and the rich Temple's Veil are rent, 
And now the Prodigies their Force have ſpent. 
Phebus revives the World, all is ſerene, 

The Son of God dead on his Croſs is ſeen : 

Now in his Tomb he's laid, tlie Guards appear, 
Tue Stone is ſeal'd, his Corps is now their Care. 
Three Days they were decreed to watch his Tomb, 


The firſt and ſecond paſt, the third was come. 


Tie 


The Maily Stone then ot itfelt gave way, 

And Chriſt more bright than Titan at mid-day, 

Triumphantly aroſe, and then did break 

The Bars of Dcath, and made his Empire ſhake ; 

That dreaded Conqueror He Captive led, 

And roſe himſelf the Firſt-Fraits of the Dead. 
Death's Viſage now, the Virtuous cannot fright, 

Through his dark Realms they paſs to endleſs Light. 

The Guilty view with Horror his grim Face, 

For Dearh tranſlates them to a diſmal Place. 

On Mortals! bravely ftrive to conquer Death, 

Live well, and fearleſs yield your flitting Breath. 
The Soldiers bold in War, no longer dare 

Strict Watch obſerve, but overwhelm'd with Fear: 

They trembling fled, the Wonder to relate; 


Wich known, the Fetus after a deep Debate, 


With courtcous Speeches and large Bribes prevail'd, 


To have this mighty Truth with Falſhood veil'd. 
At their Requeſt the Soldiers form a Lye, 


And impudently did the Truth deny. 


This 


This falſe Report they ſpread, 

Whilſt we all kept 
A careleſs Watch, and againſt Orders ſlept, 
His own Diſciples in the Night did come, 
Remov'd the Stone, and ſtole him from his Tomb : 
Which Tale the preſent Fetus for Truth receive, 
And the Traditionary Lye believe ; 
But Chriſt's Diſciples with much Joy beheld 


Their Lord, when he from Death had won the Field, 


View'd the ſame Body which the Croſs ſuſtain'd, 
Reſtor'd to Lite, and the great Truth maintain'd. 
Proclaim'd him God, the Son of the moſt High, 
And for their Holy Faith did Martyrs dic. 
Juſtly the Chriſtians celebrate that Day, 

In which their great Redeemer did diſplay 
His Triumph over Death, in which began 
The certain endleſs Happineſs of Man. 
Aſſemble pious Chriſtians, weekly meet 

In the Almighty Lord's Terreſtial Seat; 


C 


With 


Wich Heart and Tongue the King of Kings Addre(s, 
Devoutly Pray, all wand'ring Thoughts ſuppreſs. 


The Triune God religiouſly adore, 

And Pardon for Offences paſt implore : 

For Mercies, numberleſs Thankſgivings pay, 

And that you may not for the future ſtray. 

Oh beg with fervent Zeal aſſiſting Grace! 

To guide you ſafely to that happy Place; 

Where Saints and Angels in harmonious Lays, 

Extol their Maker's Love, and ſing his Praiſe. 
High Feſtival, of all our Days the beſt, 

In which from worldly Cares we ſweetly reſt ; 

And undiſturb'd may on our God attend, 

And on the Wings of Faith to Heav'n aſcend : 

In which our Souls may freely meditare 

On Love Divine, and tlie Immortal State. 

Then the Almighty gen'ral Homage claim, 

All Chriſtians then 2 his holy Name. 

None are excus'd, high, low, the rich and poor, 

The Lord of Heav'n and Earth ſhou'd then adore. 


In 


In Sacred Temples all devoutly pray, 

The Service due on that religious Day; 

Which, well improv'd, more Bleſſings we obtain, 

More ſolid Pleaſure, and ſubſtantial Gain, 

Than all we from our fix Days Toils receive, 

Which long we can't enjoy, and ſoon may leave. 
Oh Folly, worſe than Madneſs! to deſpiſe 

Thoſe Treaſures which we chiefly ought to prize : 

Like Children, highly value Earthly Toys, 

And to poſſeſs them, part with Heavenly Joys. 

Preſumptive Mortals on the Sabbath Day, 

To paſs with Guilt the ſacred Hours away; 


Indulge your Appetites without controul, 
Pamper the Body, and deſtroy the Soul. 

May thoſe who wiltully from Duty ſtray, 

And dare profane this conſecrated Day, 

Weigh well the dread Event of what may come, 
Turn and Repent, and ſtop their diſmal Doom. 
Before ar Death, with doubtful Penitence, 


They deeply mourn this negligent Offence. 


Ye 


Ye happy few, whoſe Converſations prove, 
Tour Hearts are fixt on bliſsful Realms above; 
Who on the hallow'd Sabbath well employ 

Thoſe bleſſed Hours, and taſte Celeſtial Joy. 
Pleas'd with the ſolemn Worſhip of the Day, 


Wich pious Breatiiings fervent Zeal diſplay ; 


Devourly offer grateful Sacrifice, 

And ſerve the Lord of Hoſt without Diſguiſe : 
Who in the Intervals of Duty ſhow 

A Chriſtian Love; and lib'ral Alms beſtow. 

| Who in that ſacred Day, from Morn till Night, 
In holy Duties place their chief Delight. 


You, who thus wiſely ſpend that facred Day, 
And zealouſly the Laws of Heav'n obey, 
Your pious Deeds th' Almighty will regard, 


Sweet 1s your Peace, and great is your Reward. 


Here are you bleſt, and when this Life ſhall end, 


To the bright Realms above you ſhall aſcend, 

The Fruirs of holy Services to reap, 

And an eternal happy Sabbath keep. 
. 


